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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
A SAILOR'S NOTE-BOOK 

TYPHOON 

I have heard many men in many tongues 

Hollering for something they wantit. 

Un I have heard the typhoon 

Quarrelling with his brother the sea 

On the lee beaches. 

"This is mine island," says Typhoon. 

"Is mine," says the sea. 

"I bring birds what makes trees." 

"I pile sand for to make beaches." 

"Is mine what for I love it." 

"Is mine what for I marry it." 

Typhoon takeit island by trees. 
Sea grab at the beaches. 
Un when they is through — 
Palms piled like jack-straws, 
Beaches pulled to pieces. 

SEA 



Sea is dumb fellow, 

Which don't know what he wants 

Un is not happy. 
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ii 



Sea is wie bucket full with gold-dust, 

Un ship is little piece of dirt 

What Somebody would snap out pretty soon 

With His finger. 



in 



Sea is still 

Wie God was asleep. 

Sometimes he breathes very slow. 



WIND 



Wind hunches his shoulders, 

Un shivers behind deck-house. 

He would like to be im tropics now. 

ii 

Wind jumps at the luff of sails, 

Slides down on his belly 

With legs all spread-eagled, 

Tumbles off boom, 

Un goes round un round companionway- 

Like crazy cat shasing his tail. 

[143] 



